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A MON TENEGRIN COLUMN ON THE MARCH.

When the Montenegrins are
mules and transport arrangements
to this they form the Red Cross

marsing them. Thelir strength is
P ———— — — — — — —— -

advancing agninst an enemy the women not only look after the pack

generally, but themselves do the work of pack mules.

In addition

branch of the army, bringing the wounded in from the front and
greater than that of many men—TIllustrated London News.

A SONG OF FAR TRAVEL.

Many s time some drowsy oar
Froni the nearer bank invited,
Ovossod 4 narrow atream, and bore
In among the reads moon-lighted,
There to laave me on n shore

Ne ferryman ba*hy sighted.

Many a time a mountain stile,

Dark and bright with sudden wetting,
Tared my vagrant foot the while
"Twist nplifting and down-settling—
Whither? Theusand mile on mile
Reyond the Inst forgetting.

Htill by hiddem ways 1 wend,

(Past occasion grown a ranger):

Btill enchantment, like a friend,

Takes from death the tang of danger;

Hardly river or rod can end

Where 1 need step x stranger !
~—Atlantie.

RatheraNeat Job

My profession isn't a popular one
Xhere is considerable prejudice ngainst
4 T don't myself think 1t's much worse
thnn n peod many others. However,
that's nothing to do with my gtory.
Rome vears age me and the gentleman
who wis at that time connected with
me In business—he's met with reverses
glnce then, and at present Isn't able to
gt out—were looking around for a job,
being at that time rather hard up, ns
you might say. We siruck a small
ecountry town—I ain't a-goin’ to give It
away by telling where it was, or what
Ahe name if it wns, There was one bank
there: the presidemt was a rich old
duffer: owned the wlills, owned the
bank. owned mest of the town. There
wasn't no other officer but the cashier,
and they had a boy, who used to sweep
out and run ef errands.

The hamk wns on the maln  street,
pretty well up one end of it—nlice, snug
place, on the corner of a cross street,
with nething very near It. We took onr
ahgervations and found there wasn't no
trouble at all about It. There was ' n
#ld watehman that wnlked up and down
the streets nlekts, when he didn’t fall
asleep nil forget it The vanlt had two
doors ¢ the omtside one was chilled tron,
and a three whed combination lock:
the inuer door wasn't no door ot all;
you could kick it apen. It didn’t pre
{end to be nothing but Areproof, and it
wnen't even that. The first thing wa
fdone, of conrss, wns to {It a key te the
outiside door, As the lock on the out-
slde dnor was an old-{fashoned Racon
Sock, nny gentleman In my profession
who ehances to read this article wlill
know fjnst how easy that job was, and
how we did It

This was our plan:

—

After the key

was fitted T wns to go Into the baak,
anil Jim—that wasn't his name, of
eourse, bhnt let It pnss—wna (o keep

watel on the oufglde. When any cne
rm,ggp;'[ he was in tip me a whistle, and
then 1 donsad the glim and lay low:
after they by, | on again
Simple and easy. yon see,  Well, the
night as we selected the president hap
pened to he aut of town: gone down to
the cliy, ns he often dil. T got inside
all vight. with a slide lantern, a breast
ariil, a =maN steel Jimmy. a bunch of
skeleton keys and a green balze bag, to
stow the swag. 1 fixed my light and
rigeed my breast drill, and got to work
en the door right aver the lock,
Probnbly o great many of our read-
ers are not =0 yell posted as me about
bank I nnd 1 may say for them
that a three wheel combination lock has
three wheols in it aud a slot in each

ol gors

ks

wheel, In order to unlock the door, yon
finve to get the three glots opposite to
dach other at the top of the Tock, Of
course, 1 vou know 1he nomaler the lock
I8 Bel on yon ean do this: but If you
don’t you bave to depend on your In-
genulry There Is In each of these
whi ] i hale, theough which yvoo
can wire through the back of the
ook wi il ehange the combinntlon.,
Now. If yon ong bore a hole throngh
the door and plick up those wheels by
runnis A " -“: ._!._-!! -11_‘?-'. I ,!,—“
why. yuu « opon the doop. 1 habe |
ik 1 I viear I wins por ng thnt
Aol The door was chitled iron ; abous
the neatest staff 1 ever worked on, |
ment on steady o Daonieh Iil:l} stopitd
when Jia--which, ns 1 sald, wasu't his
renl nome—whigtled outskle, and the

watchinan toddled by
I'd got preity near through, 1 heard
Jim- to speak— whistle again, [
stoppell, and pretty soon [ heard foot-
steps oulside. and I'm blowed, If they
didn’t come right up te the bank steps
and 1 heard n kev In the lock. 1 was
o8 dumifonnded when I heard (4t that
sou could have slipped the bracelets

By-und-by, when

L

right on me. I pleked up the lantern,
and 11 be hanged If 1 didn't let the
slide slip down aud throw the light
rlight onto the door, and there was the
president.  Instead of ealling for help,
a8 | supposed he would, he took a step
Inside the door, and shaded his eyes
with his hand and looked at me. 1
Enowed I ought to kuock him down and
cut out, but I'm blest if 1 conld, T was
that surprisid.

“Who are you?' he gays.

“Who are yon?" says I, thinking that
was an (nnocent reminrk he com-
menced I, and a-trying all the time to
collect myself.

“I'm president of the bank,” says he,
kinder short; “something the matter
with the lock ¥

By George! the Idea eame to me then.

“Yes, slr,” says I, touching my cap:
“Mr. Jennings, he telegraphed this
morning as the lock was out of order
and he conldn’t get in and I'm come on
to open It for him."

I told Jennlngs a week ngo" says
he, “thnat he onght to get that lock
fixedd. Where I8 he?

“Ie's been aowriting letters, and he's
gone up to hls house to get another let-
ter he wanted for to answer.”

“Well, why don't yon go right on?"
says he.

“I've got almost through™ says I,
“and I didn't want to finish up and open
the vault titl there was somebody hers.”

“Thnt's very creditable of you.'” says
he: “a very proper sentlment, my man.
You can't he too particalar about aveld
ing the very suspiclon of evil"

“No, sir,”" says I, kinder modest like

“What do you suppose Is the matter
with the lock?" says he.

“1 don't rightly know yel,” says I:
“but I rather think It's a little wore on

ne

|
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I W8 DORING THAT HOLE.

accoant of not belng olled enough
Theose "ore locks ought to be oiled about
once a year™

“Well,” suys be, “you might ns well
o right on, now I'm here: T will stay
till Jennings comes, Can't I help you
~-held your lantern, or something of
that sort?”

T'he thought came to me like a finsh,
atdl I turned aronnd and says:

“How do 1 know yom're the president?

I aln't ever eBeen you nfore, and you
may be n-trying to erack this bank, for
all T know."

“That's a very proper  Inquoiry. my
ian,” sayes be, “and shows a most re-
markable degree of Meceretion. 1 ocon-
feas that 1 shonld not have thought of
the position In which [ placing
you. However, T can easlly convinee
you that It's all right Do you know
what the president's name 1877

“No, 1 don't.” =ays 1, gorter surly

“Well, you'll fhiud it on that bill," sald
ne, taking a bill out of his pocket : “and
yon see the sie name on these let-
tere,” and he took some letters from his
cont,
I suppose I ought to have gone rlght

then, but 1 ginning to feo)
Interested in making him prove who he
wns, g | says

wuas

on wag b

“You might linve got those letters 10
put up a job on me”

‘You're n very houest man,” sars he:
“one among n thonsand Don’t think

I'm nt all ofended al your persistence

No, my goodd fellow, 1T Uke It T Uke 10
and be 1nld bis hand on my shonlder
“Now, here,” snyvs he, taking a bundle
ot of his pocket, “Is a package of ten
hoggand dalinrs In bonds A burglar
woukin't be apt to ecarry these around
willy him, wonld ) I bouzht them In
the elty vesteridny, s 1 |~T-||']'n-l hire

to-nlght on my
In theé vawlt, and, | may add that vour
simple and manly honesty has so touch
e me that 1 would willingly leave them
vour hands for safe keeping. You

woy home to place them

an
pacdn't blush at my pralse.

1 suppose | did turn sorter red when
1 soe them bomds.

“Are you satisfied now?" snys he,

I told him | was, thoroughly, and so
I was. 8o I pleked up my drill again,
and gave hlm the lantern to hold =o
that I could see the door, I got through

the lock pretty =oon, and put ‘ln my
wire and opened {t. Then he took hold
of the door and opened the vault

“I' put my bonds in,”" says he, “and
go home. Yon can lock up andl walt till
Mr. Jennings comes. [ don't suppose
you will try to fix the lock tonight 7"

I told him I shouldn’t do anything
more with It now, as we could get in
before morning,

“Well, I'll bld you good-night, my
man"” says he, ns he quictly swung the
doar to again.

Just then I heard Jim, by name,
whistle, and T guessed the watehman
was a-coming up the street.

“Ah" says 1. “yon imight kpeak to
the watchman, if you see him, and tell
bim to keep an extra lookout to-nlght.”

“I will,” says he. and we both went
to the front door.,

“There comes the watchman up the
street,” says he. “Watehman, this man
hng bheen fixing the bank lock, and I
want you to keep a sharp lookout to-
night. He will stay here and walt until
Mr. Jennings returns”

“Good-night again,” savs he, and we
shook hands, and he lelsurely went up
the street,

1 saw Jim, so ealled, in the shadow
on the other side of the streot, as I
stood on the step with the watehman.

“Well," says 1 to the watchman, “1'1
g0 and plek vp my tools, and get ready
to go"

I went Into the bank, and It didn't
take long to throw the doeor open and
stufl them bonds Into the bag.  Thore
was some hoxes Iying around. and a
safe as [ should rather have lked to
have tackled. but it seemed Il e tempt-
Ing Providence after the luck we'd had
I looked nt my wateh and soe It was
Just a quarter past twelve. There was
fin express trnin went thirough at half-
past twelve. 1 tucked my toolg in the
bag on top of the bonds, and walked out
of the front door. The watchman was
on the stops '

“I'don't believe I'l) walt for Mr. Jen-
nings,” says 1. “I suppose it will be 41
right If T glve yon this key.”

“That's all right,” says the wateh-
man.

“T wouldn't go
the bank,” says I

“No, T won't," says he:
right about here all night.”

“Good-night," says I, and 1 &hook
hands with him, and me und Jim—
which wasn't his right name, you um-
derstand—took the twelve-thirty ex-
press, and the hest part of _hat Job was
we never heard nothing of It

It never got Into the papers—Penn-
sylvania Grit.

away very far from

“I' stay

The Insufferable Anticipation.

A young Scolch
brought before the
Nova Seotln
ing deserted his work on a certnin
farm without giving due notiee to his
cmployer, When asked what he
to say In his defense, he popliod, *Weol,
they giled me nout but to
eat.,” PBPeakeshaw, It may bhe explained,
Is the fesh of nnhunle whilch have died
a natural denth

“How wis thats"
irate.

“Weel, It was this way

emigrant
maglstrate

wis

hrakeshnw

nsked the magls

Ye ken, the
the auld
we fte ot, the
auld soo (sow) deed an” we mte it, the
anld bubblajock deed an' we ate IL
Then the old woman desd—an' 1 left."
— Bellmnn.

anld coo deed aun’ we ate It,

steg (goander) deed an’

The Filrst Hello Girl,

They were sented around a table In g
well kinown eule, ad the conversation
had torned upon the development of
the Oyving machine and other fruits of
the lnveutive genlus of the day

“Tut, tut,” excinlmed o solemo faced,
Inutern  jowed of the party.
“Whut of It?™ I'he old folks were not
go slow, Look nt the telephone, elnlimd
Why, say, it's

e Lner

ax a4 mwodern Invention
the oldest on record.”

“Ton better soe your doctor,
the matier with yon?” usked another.

“Oh, 1 mwean 10" thes
fneed "Telephone pervice dates
ek 1o garden of Eden—that's
The garden's call

What's
wit kel solenin-
nn

the
where It originated,
wits =-8-1 Apngule,”

Then he dodged

snndwich, reached 1y
New York G

the remupant of a

r hils hat and was

LoD,

Rane

A Change,
M, Larkin—I waunt a lttle money
to-diy, Frod
Mr. L.—1"'m very glad of that.
Mre. L. (surprised)—Why are yoo
glid?  Mr. L-—Because geuerally you
wanut a good deal

If a man .l-! h;!llt';‘l _)uu_t:g_n always
tell it by the way he doesn't talk
about it

“1 forgot" is a poor but popular ex-
ruse

of a |
court, charged with hav- |

Liadd |
| oulfit I8 preftly shinbby

A woman and her oplnions are soom
parted.

Wigg—1I have a nolseless typewriter.
Wagg —Is she a deaf-mute?  Philndel-
phia Reecord.

“What alls me, doc? aslod the gon-
Inl ¢lmbman, “You need a o, You're

Fufforing from overrest.”  New York
Sun .
Mrs, Benhtam—How much did you

pay the minister when we were mar-

ried?  Benham—He fined me five dol-
lure, —Iarper's Weekly.
Teacher—Now, chilldren, what I8 the

grentest enemy of ponltry i
Fencher
Pupils
Ieh)

The Lady—Little by, don't you know
smoliing will shortea your life? The
Kid-—8hucks! Wot do 1 oare? [I've
goen evoryt'ing dere Is.—Doston Trav-
eler,

PPat — 1 hews yor wolfe Is sick, Molke.
Mike She e thot. Pat—Is it danger
ols she i%7  Mike—IDIvil a bit. Bhe's
oo werk (o be dangerons any more !—
Brookiyn Life.

Freetions Friend (teasingly ) —Well,
which rmles—you or your wife? Mr.
Youngwed (with hanteur) —You forget
we cin afford fo keep n cook. —Balti-
more Ameriean

Blellp—8o your father handled bim
withont gloves? Belln—Yes, and it
would have been better for poor, dear
George if hie had done it without shoes.
~New York Son,

“The telephone ig cortilnly o great In-
vention. Think of 11! Youn ean talk to
your wife fifty miles away.” “That |
may be your experlience. Al T've been
able to do is to Hsten™

“HMave yon," nsked the Juidge of a re-
contly convicted man, “anything to of-
foer the ecourt efore sentence I8
pnssed?  “No, your honor,” replied
the prisoner, "my lawyer took my Inst
dollar.”™

“1 saw the mnjor's wife at her win-
dow early this morning. She looked
40 years oid!™ “You must he mistnken, |
your highness; no woman ig a8 old A8 |
ghe looks in the morning "—Fliegende
Binetter.

“Why nre you so vexwed, Irmn ¥
ani so exasperated! 1 attended the
meeting of the Soclal Equality League, |
aud wy parlor mald presided and had
the audacity to eall me to order three
times " —Miegende Blaetter. |

Mulllgan—The byes say ye licked
poor Casey. Shuare, he niver hurt Iny
man's  feelin's Harrigan—I1ie's al
glinake fo the grass. The binckguard
referred to me as his contlimperary,
and 11 be the contimperary to no man
livin".—PPuck.

“Ilefore we were marrled,” sald Mrs.
Chatterton, “you psed to tell me how1
much von loved me, but you never do
now.” “Of course not, my dear.,” re-
plled the masenline pariner. “Sinee our
murringe yon haven't given me a chance
to tell you anything."

Sald a poet to an unfortunate specu-
lator: “Don't you think that the opens
Ing lines of Tennyson's little poem,
‘Break, brenk, break,” are plaintive and
gad?" “Yes" was the melancholy re
ply. But ! think that 'Diroke, broke,
broke,’ 18 a good deal sadder.”

“Willlam,” she sald, “means good.

Silenca,
Who eats the mest ponltry?
The minister !—-Jdngend (Mun-

James weans beloved, 1T wonder'—
a flugh mantled her cheek, "1 wonder |
she softly murmuored, “what George
means?™  "George means business, [
hope,” sald mother, looking up from the |
wedding sanouncements n the pmper

Anxions Mother—XNcellle, dear, do you
think that young Huggius, who los
been calling en you twice a week for |
gome time, Is matrimonlally inclined?
Pretty Daughter—Hleally, T don't know |
whit to think, mawma, dear. He hag
such a knack of keeping oune o the
dark!

Old Aequaintance
few yecars pgo yonu
dreseed nan o town,

Why, old chap, a
woere  the  best
Luat vow your
lind n reversel
Companion-—Well, you may el It thnt
fhe truth de 1 got moareicd sinee, and
now 1U's my wife that's the best dressed
wotuan in town

Young Wife—"Tomorrowy will be my

birthday, dear Young Hushnod—
You'll be twenty-one? Yonng Wile—
No; twenty-five, Young  lasband—

Why, @ year ago, Just hefore our wed-

ding, you told me yoiui wore only twele

ty. Young Wife—Yes but I have nged
rapidly since onr marriige. |
My friends,” sald uan Itineraot

preacher, “the Soviptural rle for gly. |

Ing was one-tenth of what o man pos
pessidd, I you feel you can't alford so
much, just give a slsth, or a fourth, ae
cording to your means.  We will dis
pense with the next bhymn mnl take up
the collection”—Lippinvott’s

Withe—And g0 you quarteled? Chae
He—Yes; she sent bock nll my pres
ents And what o you suppose 1
Ald? Willle—Cun't guess, Charlle—1
sent her a ball vn boxes of fnee
powder., with o note explalniog that
I'd tnken about ) muel  bowe o
my ooal sinee 1 ) wi hoer—"The Gos
Kip

Outside ot tis Pracvtice,

YAl thnt I8 the moatter with you, sie®
gald the eminent phvsiclan nfter a thor
ough exnmingtion % Inek of wutrk
tion, You don’t « vhough™

*I ent all T enn hold, doctor, sald

the attenunted calles

“*Then you npeed to hnve yoar eapac
Ity enlarged, and thnt's 4 case for &
surgeon,  Flve ol Good
wmorning.”—L hileago

1w, please,

I'ribiune,

The Muking of li.
“If they're both deal and demb, 3
don't see how they could make love™
“No? 1 should say it was the best
kind—all handmade, you know."—New
York Sun

It's queer the way a glrl can wink
witheut getting caughbt at It

, traln pulléd out for the east,

————————————————

IN THE OLD HOUSA

he rruits are stored, the Nelds are bare,
The ground ls Ward, the skled are geay
November'a <ulll s In the alr;
To marrow ls Thanksgiving day.

The farmbouss stands o sheltered mook,
Tin walls are fAllsd with warmth and
ehegr

It Niros shine out with frisndy look
To welcome all who enter Lare

Puall te yoars have come and gone
Prash pindled, Sene ke st spen | L
o
Thankagiving guesta of loug ago.

Leng was the list of sguires and dames
From year to year how short it grew!
Read out the old, familinr Dames
They heard hore when this house was
new,

Grandmother *—aye, sha went the firat
Orandfather?—by har alde he rests;
The ahade and sunlight, la

terspersod,
Have fallen long abeve thelr breasts.

Our annts and unclea?—sundered wifde,
Thele gravea lle east, thelr graves

wost ;
As veteran soldlers searred and trl
They fonght thelr fight, they aa thelr
rest.

Our father ?—dear and gentla hoart!
A nature sweat, beloved hy all;

How early tarned his steps apart
To past from human ken and call}

Our motbee?—brigk and kindly soul!
How & Zve she bore fate's every frown,
Nor rested till she reachsd the
Where all must lay thelr down |

Our brother ¥ —toward the sstilng sun,
From us remo bis home made,
And many a year ita course has ron
Blmce here boylsh sports were played

Put by the beok ! My heart Is sore
The night winds up the chimaey fles,
The fires within gleam as before,
But none mre here save you and me!

e

Bué slster, you and 1 agals
Illlhn the bhearth and spread the

o
And serve our kindred, now as then,
With all that bome and hearta afford

The scatternd remnants of onr lne,

We'll summen ‘neath this roaf once mors,
And pledge, In rare affection’'s wine,

The memory of those days of yore.

God bless them all,—the fond and troe!
God keep them all—both here amd thers,
Usntil the 014 becomoes the New,
Forever, In Hin Manslons Falr!
=Youth's Companlon.

John Warren's Thanksgiving.

John Warren dropped his newspaper
on the floor of the car and stared out of
the window. Strongly built and hand-
some, he was just pow wearing em his
face a look of utter wearinoss, resulting
from a long trip In the Weet, where he
had been looking after soms Interests of
the firm of which he was a junlor partner.
Nine years before, in a fit of anger, he
had left his home In the country and, teo
proud to return, bad, by dint of dogged
persistence, secured a humble place In the
packing reoms of Brace & Brown's whole-
snle dry goods store. Fortuna favored
him, and this same quality of resolution,
togeither with application, hind ralsed him
to the positiom he now occupled. A group
of truveling men were making ready to
leave the train, It was a jocular set
and they had enlivensd their trip with
utories, pelitics and trade gossip, nnd now
the jolly-faced hardware drommer sald:

“Boys, where nre you going to be
Thanksgiving day ™

“I'm going back to the flashpots of
Egypt and eat my turkey in the country,”
said one,

“Yes,” said another, “I'm going to be
In my old place at the old table with my
white-haired little mother smiling at me
from behind the co¥ee pot and my dear
old dad piling enough on my place to feed
& regiment.”

“Think of those home-made pies!”™ said
another, “those fat moons of apple, pump-
kin, mince and cranberry. Say, no res-
taurant-tin-bottem-crust about them."

“And," sald the boot and shoe man, “to
sit around the old fireplnee and wateh a
row of juicy apples roasting In front of
that roaring, great-hearted log fire. Boys,
you ecouldn't fence me away from home
that day.”

And se each one, with a home picture
In his heart, hurried out of the car and
up the long fOight of stntion stairs away
to his destination, while slowly behind
them came John Warren with a surging
tumult of feeliugs in his breast, and as he
slowly mounted the last step a tear drop
ped on his brown beard and a sndden res-
olution flled his heart. Ile almost shout-
ed: “I'm going home, too.”

John hurried to his hotel, and taking
e very shabby suit from his wardrobe pack-
ed It with some ather things In a large
snfchel, and then hastening to the station
elimbed into the sleeper fust s the long
Arriving
At a point twenty miles west of his old
home, he went to an obscure hotel anid
changed his clothing for the old suit In
his satchel.

When the forty"” pulled Into
the town of M two days before
Thanksgiving the usanl crowd of loungers
observed a tall, brown-bearded aun,
whose clothes seemed the worse for wear,
step off the renr plotform, and withont
looking at anyone strike of townrd the
farm of Richard Warren. Much curios-
Ity was centered on this eveng until the
seedlest looking loafer pressnt sald:

“That wus Johm Warren, or 1'll eat my
bat! He's come heme to live on the old
folks, 1t wouldn't be for long, thongh.
‘enuse Bquire Cobb has given notice that
be's goin' te foreclose the mortgage he
ban on the old man's place.”

If they had followed the stranger for
R | il

“"Neven

—{Jhleago Tribune.

e — e

balf a mile they might have meen the
srrong young man shed heartfelt tears as
be leaned against the old oak tree by the
lictle gate and gaze earnestly on the
brown honse at the edge of the woods
Crushing the snow with hasty steps, he
wns soon nt the woodpile at the side of
the honse. Flinging down his satchel and
catehing up the ax, he split an armful of
wood and openiog the kitchenm door sald
In & volce tremulous with emotion, “Moth-
er, in this enough wood to get dinner
with "

A ery of wonderful joy and the mother
wept on her son's shoulder while his
father paced the floor shouting, “Praise
God! Praise God!"™ stopping often to
clasp his mon's band and murmur, “My
boy, my boy.” Then they drew np to
the fire and John said: “Father, mother,
will you forgive me for my anger nine
years tgo and my cruel silence ever
since?’ And his mother sald: “My boy,
not n day has passed by that we haven't
prayed for your return, and, now that
you are with us, we can take a pew lease
on life, and"—sha glanced at his shabby
clothing—"we will share our little posses-
slons with yon, my dear, long-lost son."

As the afternoon wore away John help-
ed his father about the chores and by
skillfully planned questions learned all
about his financinl troubles, He had tak-
en his satchel up to his old room and was
washing his hands before supper when he
heard a light step on the porch and »
bright-faced young woman walked Into
the kitchen and eeeing him stood embar-
rassed untll he, coming forward, sald:

“This is Anna Scott, isn't it?

*Why, John Warren, where have yon
kept yourself all these years? Ob, how
happy your mother must be!”

And dropping his band, which she had
been shaking with greatest enthusiasm,
she flew down in(b the cellar and threw
both arms around his mother's neck, and
that good lady embraced her, weeping and
patting her shoulder with the empty
cream pitcher which she had taken there
to fll.

Mrs. Warren insisted that Anna ghould
atay for supper. It seemed very much
like old times when John tucked ber hamd
under hia arm and they walked over the
road they had traveled so often years be
fore. Just as they entered her father's
gateway John sald:

“Anna, my parents think just as you
do, that | have made a fallure of life.
Well, I haven't, [ am junior member of
a very prosperous firm in the West, but |
want to kesp the secret a little while
longer and | want you to help me give
them a kind surprise.”

Then he unfolded his plan to her and
her volee rang with dellght as she sald:
“Oh, John, how lovely that will be "

The next morning, after the old family
Bible wns read and a heartfelt prayer
offered, John asked the loan of his fath:
er's horse and drove stealght to Squire
Cobb's office and that worthy being In,
John snld:

“Squire, 1 eame to see you about that
mortgage yon have on my father's farm."

With thar he drew from his pocket a
large roll of bank notes and counted
down the 8500 which would relense his
father from worry and missry. Joln
drove at once to the farm of Mr., Scott
and ealled “Whon!" just as Apoa, her
father, mother and brother eame to the
Ente,

Thore were hearty grestings, and then
Aunna, all ready for a long drive, sprang
In beslde Lim. How bright the morning
wis! Eow happy wers they as the bells
jingled and the sleigh moved over the
wilderness of snow and throogh the deep
woolds.  What mysterions bundles they
brought eut of the stores In town until,
whew, nt last they arvived at Apna's
home, the sleigh was loaded with “enough
to stock a store,” as Harry Scott re
marked,

Thanksgiving day dawned bright and
glorions with sun and snow, and early
In the morning Anna appeared and she
- e e ———1

“THURSDAY ALWAYS WAS MY JONAH DAY!"

“wanted to help get dinner.”
brought the borss and eutles
asked his mother to take a ride
nnd finally, after much arging from
Mrs. Warren put on her
hood and with a warm
t was (ucked Into

ohn. He noticed the
little look of entreaty to
smiled and sald: "1 wish you
at mother's before you come
they drove toward the mill
the river, then stopped at Farmer
Soon Mra. Beott was showing
ren her “new quilt, just taken
frames,” and the picture of “Cousia
liam, who ls on the board of trade,™
these two good old women

hundred harmless things which
ed their every-day life. John 6
geated that it was time
if he could believe the clock
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Anoa met them at door, her eyes
dancing as she said: “Uncle Warren ls
almost ready. You lay off yeur thimgs

and sit down at the
When Mr. Warren had finished
derly thankful grace, John's eyes
as Anna's were flled with tears
Warren turned over his plate and
lay the eanceled mortgage. Bll-lL
lifted [t. "What doss this wmean, Jo
The kind voice of the old man
wllhm&lmulﬂﬂlm‘lﬂlﬂﬁg
mortgage, then at the son. And J g
mother, who had been peering through her
glasses at something which weouldn't
ot of the cream pitcher, turned the ar
ticle npside down and a buneh of bank
notes dropped upon the table.

Then the old couple saw K all and seon
the three were clasping haods and no one
could say a word until John managed to
murmur : “Father, mother, it's a part of
my repentance.”

The dishes cleanocd and put away,
Auna took the mystified M Warren
into the little “spare room™ amd Johm
asked his father to walk up te
and there, spread out on the bed, wa
splendid pew, warm suit of
shioes and a fur cap and & ba
cont,

The old man knelt down by
and murmured, "1 thank Thee,
my «son.”" Then arising, clothed
in the first well-fitting suit
worn. John, too, arrayed hi
best, and woon they walked down
parlor, where John saw a sweet, ma
woman and a preity yousg woman,
smiling and both haviog evidensss of
cent tears.

During the week that followed
engaged a hired man to ease his
work and a trosty girl te relleve
mother. He also Nired a earpenter to do
some peeded repairing and set = motion
wany plans for the (uture comfert of s
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through the woods, aud when, tired and
londed with trophies of the day's !

they came to Mr. Warren's they
Jonnin Nellls and Annn seated before the
“grent-hearted fire.” What a marry sup-
per that was, and how the old people
Itnu;lwd at the bright sallies of the young
olk | |

Then they roasted apples and told
stories, and John felp that ke had falth-
fully earried out the program of the trav-
eling men,

When he left for the West he earried
in bis memory not only the dear faces of
his parents, but the gentle volee of Anna
s she gald:

“Yes, but not until June, John."—Chd-
eago Post,

i

Thanksgiving Fabde,

A gay young Gobbler, seeing how Mel
ancholy the Turkeys were, propeunded A
Conundrum :

“Why are Turkeys the Dram Corps af
the Fowl Creation? Give it up? Be
cnuse they all carry Drumsticks. ©-u-a-h ™
Ie dodged A blow from the Patriarch of
the Flock, who Overbeard him.

“Spare Me," sald the young Fellow, ss-
suming the defgnsive. *'I can give you A
Better one. Why do Turkeys bave Ne
Hereaftor 7™

The Patriarch blustersd Arewnd and
dragged bLis Wings, looking wvery Fiercs.
[le knew he ought to know, but eounida’t
for the Life of Him remember. 8o he
Glowered ot the Culprit and asked Be-
verely :

“Well, 8ir, why do Turkeys have Ne
Hercafter?™

“Iecanse they have their Necks Pwirled
In This,"

“Pooh " sakl the Patriarch, Oontemptu-
ously. “TI'hat was around on Crutches
when Adum wore Kilts. Now, here b
Something new that 1 Casnght: on the
Wing. We are All to be Dry Picked chis
Xear."

“Whnt I"" Bhrigked A giddy Blond with
a pink Crest, “Not on Yeur Life!™

“No, Silly, but as Soon as it s Oyer,
It i the old Way of Turkey Useertaking
and The only Way. In Philudeiphls,
where 1 Clipped into the World, Dry
Ploking was the Correct Thing. AN the
old fawllles beld to It That gives Tarn
key Feathors the chance of shelr Lives.
Turkey Tails for Faps—1 am teld the
Aborigines quite Dote op ‘Them*—Ohis
cago Hecord-Herald,

Falth and Hepe. I g
Mayme—If you don't love him why azre
you goiug to marry him? :
Masbelle—0O, 1 expect to love
we are married. He bas p
on the morning of eur

will shave off his dinky e
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